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FRANCO SACCHETTI

I. BALLATA

His Talk with certain Peasant-girls
' YE graceful peasant-girls and mountain-maids,
Whence   coine   ye  homeward  through  these  evening

shades ? '
' We come from where the forest skirts the hill;

A very little cottage is our home,
Where with our father and our mother still
We live, and love our life, nor wish to roam.
Back every evening from the field we come
And bring with us our sheep from pasturing there.'

' Where, tell me, is the hanilet of your birth,
Whose fruitage is the sweetest by so much ?             10

Ye seem to me as creatures worship-worth,
The shining of your countenance is such.
No gold about your clothes, coarse to the touch,

Nor silver ; yet with such an angel's air !

c I think your beauties might make great complaint
Of being thus shown over mount and dell;

Because no city is so excellent

But that your stay therein were honourable.
In very truth, now, does it like ye well

To live so poorly on the hill-side here ? '                      20

L Better it liketh one of us, par die,
Behind her flock to seek the pasture-stance,

Far better than it liketh one of ye

To ride unto your curtained rooms and dance.
We seek no riches, neither golden chance

Save wealth of flowers to weave into our hair.'

Ballad, if I were now as once I was,
I'd make myself a shepherd on some hill,

And, without telling any one, would pass

Where these girls went, and follow at their will;     30
And ' Mary' and ' Martin ' we would murmur still,

And I would be for ever where they were.